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Archer's grip. Mid-brow. Nenuphar smell. The arc and the chord. An-archery! Shines the moon pearly pale over the tree Ever green imblued by lily-smile What a sub-floral torsion! what tricky guile To convey the 'sorgo' of this simile Of unbroken bow-brow-pair-wielderess-bee-String as strumm'd, pulled chord. The style Is the deity. Askesis in a poise Of floral float, one seater, solo, In love and concern for the being's joys And their inferior converse high or low! Let mine eyes flit on the mind-index-voice An ocular proof of a. frozen flow.
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Twilight is fire. A double dammerung! Dawn and dusk in between the Sun and Moon. Trine eyed supremo! your half-lit rune Is gem-cut on the leeped yard-cow dung smear'd holy, comely, kolam'd with flung Pin-shots of light from stars sooner than soon Heaping rays in a bee-skep of a dune; And my beatless heart in a way had sung This fulcrum-fire fane of a fore-temple Writing scripted light in a vein'd way! The coolth and warmth in a picked simple Of light exuding kindness! Discus! Day Night, Libration, harmonic to sun; dimple Spinning moons; eyes open to unsay.s in orgied now.n-distancing, What light divides by travel but levels by reach!n a moony trope of thought Mathura to host.                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
